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Summary: 


Steve buys Billy a Christmas gift. 


Neither boy was prepared for Billy's gut reaction. 


Have a Toasty Christmas 


I, Steve Harrington, stared at my #1 boyfriend. He’s my #1 boyfriend 
because he’s not only my only boyfriend, but also because he’s my 
best only boyfriend. Anyway, off topic...I stared at him because he is 
just too pretty, you know? But not Nancy pretty, and definitely not 
Jonathan pretty... He has his own pretty. He just owns it. Don’t tell 
him I said that. 


So I stared at him because he was just fucking amazing to look at but 
also because I was waiting for him to react to my (totally awesome) 
Christmas present. A toaster. Because he loves bread, so I did the 
math and figured he’d love toasted bread. I’m a genius. I know. Thank 
you... 


So Billy, my boyfriend. Did I mention his name? Oh, he’s Billy 
Hargrove. Born and raised in some fancy town in California. I can’t 
remember the name. It’s something Spanish. So Billy stared at me all 
grumpy and shit and I was all, “What, babe? Don’t you love it?” 


“It’s a toaster.” 
“Yeah...you love bread so...you love toast. This makes toast.” 


Billy stared at me before licking his lips and smirking. I knew he was 
going to do something really sexy. Toasters must turn him on. 


But wait! That was when Billy threw up his hands with the toaster in 
it and smashed it onto my head!!!! 


And that was when I died. 

I, Steve Harrington, am a ghost. 
Boo. 

Author's Note: 


Don't yell at me, I'm an innocent child. Thank you, 
good day. Goodnight. Sweet dreams. 


